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It really wasn't a good day to go out, and buy Jack Daniel's. Even if it was an emergency, Slash found that out 
the hard way. It was rainy, thundering, and even a little lightning erupted near by, and there Slash was, 
standing in the liqour isle when in the corner of his eye, he spots blonde hair. 


Now, of course, it could have been a lot of people, or.. no one at all, but fate decided to kick him in the ass 
that day, and of course, it had to be Vince fucking cry baby, Neil. Oh, the joy. First, a horribly difficult morning 
with Axl, and now this, can Slash's life get any better? 


But, just for the hell of it, he grinned at the irony. Why was Vince Neil in the grocery store anyway? Well, 


Slash didn't feel like coming up with a reason, he didn't feel like doing a lot of things lately, but he did manage 


to light a cigarette even though there was a ‘no smoking’ sign clearly visible on the door. 


Anyway, Vince didn't notice him so Slash didn't bother to speak either. Instead, he just grabbed a bottle of 
Jack, and headed for the check out counter. The man at the register glared at the white stick in his mouth, 
but said nothing. Slash's grin widened, and soon a smile passed over his face. He took a chance, and glanced at 
the singer, eyes narrowing slightly. Vince did not look well, eye liner running, and dark circles under his hazel 


orbs. His blonde, peroxide hair was messed up too, which was *very* peculiar. 


He kind of reminded Slash of Axl.when sleep deprived of course or when he's been up writing a new song or 
when he woke up from another hellish nightmare about his childhood. Vince's face contorted with the barest 
hints of recognition when he laid eyes on the guitarist. Slash didn't want to smile because, really, there was 


nothing to smile about, but he gave into to manners as did Vince, surprisingly. 


"Slash..right?" Slash nodded, taking his bottle, and moving aside for the next customer. 


"Yeah, that's me. Kinda surprised ya know my name." Vince's smile faded, replaced by mild amusement. 


"You think I'm such a rockstar, | can't remember names huh? | should punch you." Slash shrugged, moving for 
the exit only to be stopped by Vince's cold hand on his arm. He didn't turn around, eyebrows knitting together 
in annoyance. "How ‘bout you share your bottle with a *friend*? Or do ya got time?" Slash sighed, but 
reluctantly nodded. 


"Well, yeah. Shit, | ain't got anything better to do so fine, come on man" Vince smiled, following the guitarist 
out the door, and sitting down on the curve beside him. Cars passed by, their headlights bright enough to 
make Vince squint his eyes. Slash offered him a cig, but he declined, mind set on Jack. 


Slash chugged back the bottle, cigarette still between his full lips, and swallowed some of its contents in a quick 
gulp. Vince licked his lips as Slash handed him the Jack, taking careful sips. He startled as the guitarist began 
speaking. 


"What the hell happened to you anyway, you look like shit on a stick" Slash thought for a second, rephrasing 
his words a little. "What | mean is that, uh, ya don't have to Tell me, | quess..---" 


"No it's okay,.. Nikki.um got a bit rough." Vince fidgeted, pulling his arms around him as a cold chill ran up his 
barely clothed body. "I just needed some time to think.” 


Slash sized the blonde up, and down. He wasn't bad to look at, even pleasant conversation once he shed all the 
rockstar bull-shit. Although, he didn't really know which Motley Crue artist was Nikki, he had a guess, and he 
really didn't like the idea of someone beating on another, just like with Ax-- "He shouldn't hurt you." Vince 


smiled softly, moving a little closer to him. 


"ls okay, Im used to his little fits." Slash shook his head, unconsciously moving closer as well. It was just 
something about the singer, something he was drawn to. Maybe the fact that he was so different from Axl, 
and he liked it. 


"Still man, you shouldn't just take it like a cunt. You're a guy, do something about it" Vince laid his head on 
Slash's shoulder, half afraid of the reply, but the guitarist said nothing. 


"Yeah, but then.. Nevermind." 


"He'd beat you worse." Vince shook his head, frowning. 


"| don't think he'd beat me.. but he's a lot stronger so..and hey, just.. you don't need to worry about me man" 
Slash shrugged, taking a chance, and lifting Vince's chin up, their lips almost touching. 


"I'm not. You know how pretty you are?" Vince looked taken back, smirking slightly. 


"Now | do. Thanks for telling me what | already heard a billion times over." 


And the distance was closed, lips on lips. Vince had such velvet skin, soft to touch. Slash reveled in the feel. He 
slipped his arm around the blonde's waist, pulling them as close as possible. When they finally broke, Slash 
whispered in his ear. 


"You're welcome." 


Love me, love him 
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Vince smiled against Slash's shoulder. He needed to be just held sometimes. 
Nikki hadn't held him in a tender loving way for months. And tonight. Tonight 
Nikki had lost it on him and all but raped him. He would be sore for days 
and to make matters worse..he felt blood still warm sliding down his thigh 
and thanked God he'd worn dark jeans, yeah thats what the fucking cunts in 
the tabloids needed to see Vince Neil with blood stains on the back of his 
jeans..especially since Keeeeerang magazine had called him a transvestite. 

He sighed and allowed Slash to play with his hair,something else he enjoyed 
but Nikki never did anymore. 


Slash breathed in the Vanilla scented shampoo and licked his lips. No, Vince 
was not bad to look at and Slash had a sudden urge to see how he tasted. 
Yes, Vince did remind him a lot of Axl.a broken child if you would. And 

like Axl he needed someone to hold him through the hard times. Slash tilted 
Vince's lips up and kissed him firmly. Shocked and a bit frightend Vince 
parted lips and allowed in Slash's exploring tongue. Damn, Slash thought, he 
tasted good. Like sex and whiskey..mmm. 


Vince wasn't sure if refusing Slash was the smartest thing--but he wasn't 
sure if he should try to have sex right now..with anyone. He was still 

torn and sore rom Nikki's version of ‘tough love‘. But Slash was pushing him 
onto his back and easing the zipper on his jeans down. 

"Slash?" Vince broke the kiss. 


"Mmm?" came the reply from under a mass of hair. 


"What're you doing?" Vince wiggled as Slash pulled up his shirt and tickled 
his stomach with his tongue. He laughed. 


"| wanna see if you taste as good as you smell" Slash nibbled at his 


stomach now. 


"Oh God! Oh yes, | do-Nikki says it all the time."He stopped not meaning to 
have mentioned Nikki. Slash ignored it and unbuttoned his jeans. 


"Oh my, your hung better than | thought possible." Slash eyed Vince's thick 


erection hungrily. 


"Think so? Lets see you swallow it deep throat” Vince giggled He knew he 
was hung like a fucking bull. 


"Lets see you get on your knees and kiss my ass!" Slash snapped back. 


"HA HA HA! Not that freaky big boy. You are a big boy aren't you?" Vince 
taunted as Slashes tongue trailed the length of his cock. 


"You'll find out soon enough." And then he sucked in Vince's cock and began 
bobbing up and down like crazy on it. Vince pushed deeply into Slash's mouth 
enjoying his gag reflex as much as Slash hated it. Within moments Vince came 
into Slashes full pink lips and Slash struggled to swallow. 

"That good?" Vince grinned at him. 


"Yup, but now it's my turn so why don't you get on all fours and let me find 


out if that pretty ass of yours is any good for fucking?" 
"No.l cant" Vince's eyes went wide. 

"Why?" Slash looked at Vinnie doubtfully. 

"Cause, Nikki----" Vince looked away. 

"Raped you?" Slash said,flatly. 

"Tore me." Vince almost whisperd. 

"Oh. Well, do you wanna fuck me?" Slash offerd. 

"You mean.me on top?" 


"I'm sure Nikki don't let you there very often but Im game if you are." 


Slash unzipped and unbuttoned his jeans to affirm he was serious. 


"No, never.! mean Nikki never lets me on top." Vince stammered. He watched 


in disbelief as Slash undressed and actually got onto his knees. 
"Well?" 


"Uh, ok" Vince moved behind him and grasped his hips--he knew from 
experience how NOT to Fuck someone. He guessed Axl probably spent his time 
with Slash on his back with his legs up or face down with his ass in the 

air! He snickerd as he found Slash's warm heat and enterd him slowly giving 
him time to adjust to the feel of such a thick cock Slash moaned and said 
something but Vince took it as encouragement and rocked into him slowly then 
faster and faster. 


Slash gripped the sheet and moaned loudly for more. He needed Vinnie in 
him.all of Vinnie in him. And Vince was pushing so hard he thought he might 
tear Slash but just as he began to feel that bit of Slash break--Slash 
screamed and spilled all over the bed. Vince screamed himself when he came 
into Slash whose yelps renewed when the hot salty fluid hit him. But Vince's 
scream wasn't all in pleasure, the involuntary clamping of muscle around the 
tearing Nikki had done just an hour before felt like the fires of hell 

inside him. He pulled out of Slash and fell back on the matress landing on 

his ass and quickly shooting back up to adopt a position on his side. Slash 
looked at him hazily. 


"Well, | guess | better get back to Axl" Slash sighed getting up slowly 
looking for his jeans. Vince sighed, 


"Guess | should get back to Nikki-he'll be pissed | just vanished" 


"Hey, we don't have to ever do this again.but if ya ever wanna. Just gimme 


a call" Slash said exiting the room. 

"| just may."Vince mused pulling his jeans up and reaching for a shirt. 
Vince's gaze was jerked up suddenly to see Nikki coming through the door. 
"YOU FUCKING TWO TIMING SLUT" he yelled. 

"Nikki, |, Nikki please!" Vince hit the floor when Nikki hit him. 


"Shut up Bitch and on the bed." Nikki snapped. Vince sighed, he was so tired, but he still complied. He stretched 


out on the bed, closing his eyes. Nikki titled his head, disturbed by the blonds behavouir. 


"What the hell blondie?" 


"Just fucking rape me and get it over with." 


Nikki blinked. "Rape?" 


"Yeah, rape, now hury up." 


Nikki sat down on the bed, putting his head in his hands. "It is rape.. isn't it! 


Vince opened hsi eyes, lips forming into a thin line. "Yes, it is and l'm sick of it." 


Nikki looked straight into the singers eyes, serious. "It shouldn't be considered rape.. | do love you, swear and | 


don't think of it as rape." 


"Then love me like | should be loved Nikki." 


And he did, the first time Nikki made love, maybe in his entire life. 


